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-~ EVERYTHING IN

Asphalt, Gravel, Rubber, Galvanized
and Painted.

Also Eliwood and American Fence.

stael Fence Posts
DEHLER BROS. CO

Incoinorated
116 Caal Ma'ker Streer” Between First and Brook

Louisville, Ky.

REED BROS.
INSURANCE

in All Its Branches

_ Fire—-Life-—-Casualty—-Windstorm--- Burglary
Parcel Post---Hail---Acreage Cover-

age--Automobile and Surety
Bonds.

“The Service Agency”

Columbia Kentucky

£ “TALKING  MaCHINES |

With a Tone as rich as Gold

The “PRIMA DONNA' machine plays
all disc recordS. No extra attach-
ments are necessary.
Examine any “PRIMA DONNA"’ cabi-
net and compare it with other ma-
chines selling at the same price and
you will readily by convinced relative
“to the superiority of our workmian=
ship and construction.

L. E. YOUNG,
“JEWELER"

i

A A R

: Columbia, . - - - - Keatuck-
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HAIL FIRE
In Field In Barn

One Insurance Policy

Protects
every Minute

Insured ONLY by
Henry Clay Agents

SEE
W. T. PRICE, Agent

Columbia, Kentucky,

|

All Kinds of Insurance

KKHKHHHK KHAHAHHK FHHHHHHHK

P2 333222333223 333 28332322337

'| an impertinence,

P .

e ¥

-

Bluff -girl would dare to Invade the
old home town with &8 French maild.
He noted, as further evidence of the
correctuess of his assumption, that
the youthful baggagesmasher at the
station failed to recognlize her and
was evidently dazzled when, followed
by the maid, struggling with two
sult-cases, she approached him and in
pure though alien English inquired
the loeation of-the best hotel and the
bour” and polint of departure of the
automobile stage for “San Hedrin.
The youth bad answered —her first
question and was about to answer the
second when Georgé Sea Otter, fn all
his barbaric splendor, came pussy-
footing arourid the cormer of the sta-
tion in old man Cardigan’s regal
touring-car. ~

The Highest Living Authority, fol-
lowing™ the gaze of the baggage-
smasher, furned and beheld George
Sea Otter. Beyond a doubt he was of
the West westward., She noted the
rifle-stock projecting from. the scab-
bard, and a vision of a stage hold-up
flashed across her mind. Ah, yes, of
course—the express messenger's weap-
on, no doubt! And forther to clinch
her Instant assumption that here was
the Sequoia motor-stage, there was
the pennant adorning the wind-snield!

Dismlssing the baggage-smasher with
a gracious smile, the Highest Living
Authority approached George Sea
Otter, noting, the while, further evi-
dence that this car was a public con-
veyance, for the young man who had
been her fellow-passenger was head-
ing toward the automoblile also. She
heard him say:

“Hello, George, you radiant red
rascal! I'm mighty glad to see you,
boy. Shake!"

They shook, George Sea Otter's
dark eyes and white teeth flashing
pleasurably. Bryce tossed his bag In-
to the tonneau; the balf-breed opened
the front door; and the young master
had his foot on the running-board and
was sbout to enter the car when a
soft volce spoke at his elbow:

“Driver, this Is " the stage for
Sequoia, Iz it not?"

George Sea Otter
credit  his  auoditory nerves

could scarcely
“This

“rhis Is the Stage for Sequoia, Is

It Not?”

car? he demanded bluntly, “this—the
Sequoia stage! Take a look, lady.
This here's a Napler imported auto-
mobile:s It's a private car and be-
longs to my boss here,”

Bryce turned and lifted his hat.

“Quite naturally, you thought it was
the Sequola stage.” He turned a
smoldering glance upon George Sea
Otter. “George,” he declared oml-
nously, but with a sly wink that drew
the sting from his words, “If you're
anxious to hold down your job, the
next time a lady speaks to you and
asks you a simple question, you an-
swer yes or no and refraln from, sar
castlc remarks. Don't let your em
thusiasm for this car run away with
you,” He faced the girl again. “Was
it your Intention to go to Sequoia on
the next trip of the stage?”

She nodded. =

“That means y?u will have to wait
here fliree days ‘until the stage re-
turns from Sequoin,” Bryce replied.

A shade of annoyance passed over
the elassic features of the Highest
Living Aathority. “Ohe dear.,”’ she
complained, how fearfully awkward!
Now I shall have to take the next
train to San Francisco and book pas-
gage on the steawer to Sequoln—and
Marcelle Is such a poor. saflor. Oh,
dear!" e -
Bryce had an inspiration and hasten-
ed to reveal It
“We are about to start for Sequola
now, although the lateness of our start
will compel us to put up tonight at
the rest-house on the south fork of
Trinity river and gontinue the journey
in the morning. However, this rest-
house Is eminently respectable and
the food and accommodations are ex-
traordinarily good for mountalns; so, |
if an lovitation to occupy the tonnesn

; grunts

‘of my car will not be coustrued as |,
coming as it does |
liberty to regard ‘this car as to all

“Why, certainly not! You are very
kind, and 1 shall be eternally grate-
M“
~ “Thank you for thdt vote of confi-

dence. It makes me feel that I have |

your permission to introduce myself.
My name is Bryce Cardigan, and I
live in Sequola when I'm at home."

“Of Cardigan’s redwoods?" she
guestioned, He nodded. “I've heard
of you, 1 think,” she continued. "I
am Shirley Sumner.”

“You do not live In Sequeia”

“No, but I'm golng to hereafter. I
was there about ten years ago.”

He grinned and thrust out a great
hand which she surveyed gravely for
a minute before inserting bers In It
“] wonder,” he said, “if It Is to be my
duty to give you a ride every time you
come to Sequoia? The last time you
were there you wheedled me Into_giv-
ing you a ride on my pony, an animal
known as Midget. Do you, by any
chance, recall that incident?” L

She looked at him wonderingly.
“Why—why, you're the boy with the
beautiful auburn hair,” she declared.
He lifted hls bat and revealed his
thick thateh in all its glory. “I'm not
so sensitive about it now,” he explain-
ed. “When we first met, reference to
my halr was apt to rile me. He
shook her little hand with ecordial
good-nature, “George, suppose you
pile Miss.- Sumner’s hand-baggage in
the tonnesu and then pile in there
yourself and keep Marcelle company.
'l drive; and you can sit up in front
with me, Miss Sumner, snug behind
the wind-shield where you'll not be
blown about.” F

He went through his gears, and the
car glided away on its journey. “By
the way,” he sald suddenly as he
turned west toward the distant blue
mountains of Trinity county, “how did
you happen to connect me with Cardi-
gan’s redwoods?”

“T've heard my uncle, Colonel Seth
Pennington, speak of them.”

“Colonel Seth Pennington means
nothing In my young life. I never
heard of him before; so I dare say
he's a newcomer in our county. I've
been away six years,” he added In ex-
planation.

“We're from Michigan. Uncle was
formerly in the lumber business there,
but he's logged out now.”

“] see. So he came west, I sup-
pose, and bought a lot of redwood
lumber cheap from some old croaker
who never could see any future to the
redwood lumber industry. Personally,
I don't think he could have made a
better investment. I hope I shall
have the pleasure of making his ac-
quaintance when I dellver you to him.
Perhaps you may be a neighbor of
mine. Hope so.”

At thls juncture George Sea Ofter,
who had been an interested Ilistener

1, to the conversation, essayed a grunt
\ from
| Shirley Sumner's

the rear .seat. Instanily, to
vast surprise, her
host grunted also; whereupon George
Sea Otter broke info a of
and guttural
which evidently appeared quite
telligible to her host, for he slowed
down to five miles an hour and cocked
one ear fo the rear; apparently
was profoundly interested in whatever
Information his henchman had to Im-
part.
his harangue, Bryce nodded and once
more gave his attention to tossing the
miles behind him,

“What language was that?” Shirley
Sumner Inquired, consumed  with
curiosity.

“Digger Indian,” he replied.
“George’s mother was my nurse, and
he and 1 grew up together. So I
can't very*well help speaking the lan-
gunge of the tribe.,”

They chattered veolubly on- many
subjects for the first twenty miles;
then the road narrowed and com-
menced to climb steadily, and there-
after Bryce gave all of hi¥dttention
to the car, for a deviation of a foot
from the wheel-rut on the outside of
the road would have sent themm hnor
tiing over the grade into the deep-
timbered canyons below. By reason of
the fact that Bryce's gaze never
wavered from the road
in front of the car, she had a chance
to appraise him critieally while pre-
tending to look past him to the
tumbled, snow-covered ranfres to thelr
right. ,

She saw a blg, supple, powerful
man of twenty-five or six, with the
bearing and general demeanor of one
many years his elder. His nose was
high, of mediunrthickness and just a
trifle long—the nose of a thinker
His ears were large, with full lobes—
the ears of a gemerdus man. The
mouth, full-lipped but firm. the beary
jaw. and square chin, the freat hands
(most amazingly free from freckles)
denoted the man who would not avoid
a fight worth while,

Upon their arrival at the rest-house,
Bryce during dinner was very atten-
tise and mildly amusing, although
Shirley's keen wits assured her that
this was merely a clever pose and
sustained with diffieulty. She was
confirmed In this assumption when,

serjes

so scandalously

exclamations |
in- |

he |

When George Sea Otter finished |

immediately ‘

l % TP, A l!ttlo Eﬂ oug E
make his way to the office and back.”
“Poor old governor! Geerge, untll
you told me this afternoon. I hadn’t
heard a word about it. If 1 had, |
never wonld have taken that two-year
jaunt around the world. And you =ay
this man Colonel Pennington and my
father have been having trouhl_g;

“Yes * Here George Sea Otter
gracefully unhburdened himself of a
fervent curse directed at Shirley’s
avunecular relative;  whereupon that
voung lady promptly left the window
un:d heard no more,

- - - - L] L -

They were on
eight o'clock next
as Cardigan’s mill was blowing th
six o'clock whistle. Bryce stopped th
#ar at the head of the street leadin
down to the water-front. “I'll let
drive now he informed the
silent Sen Oiter. He tmrned to- Shir
Sumner. “I'm golng to leave
now,” heé *Thank yon for rid
fnz over from Red Bluff with me, My
futher never leaves the office untll th
whistle and so T'm going to
Rurry down to that little milding you
we gt the end of the street and sur-
vrise him.”

He stepped out on the runnimg-
board, stood tliere a moment, and ex-
tended his hand. Shirley had eom
menced a due and formal expression
of her gratitude for having been de-
livered safely in Sequola, when George
Sea Otter spoke:

“Here comes John
1 said.

“Drive Miss Sumner around to Colo-
nel Pennington’s house,” Bryce order-
ed, and even while he held Shirley's
hand, he turned to catch the first
glimpse of his father. Shirley follow-
ed his glance and saw a tall, power-
fully bullt old man coming down the
street with his hands thrust a little
in front of him, as if for protection
from some invisible assallant.

“Oh, my poor old father!” she
heard Bryce Cardigan murmur. “My
dear old pal! And I've let-him grope
in the dark for two years!”

He released her hand and

road again by
morning, and jns!

you

George,™

ley you

suidl.

blows,

Cardigan,” he

leaped

“Dad!™ He Called.

“Dad!" he called. “It
I've come home to you

from the car.
is I—Bryce.
at last.”

The slightly bent figure of John
Cardigan straightened with a jerk; he
held out his arms, trembling with
eagerness, and as the car continued
on to the Pennington house Shirley
looked back and saw Bryee folded In
his father's emhbrace. She did not,
however, hear the heart-cry with
which the beaten old man welcomed
his boy.

“Sonny, sonny—oh, I'm s¢o glad
you're back. TI've missed you. Bryce,
I'm whipped—TI've lost your heritage.
Oh, son! I'm old—I can't fight any
more, I'm blind—I can't see my ene-
mies, TI've lost your redwood trees—
even your mother's Valley of the
Giants.”

And he commenced to weep for the
third time in fifty years. And when
the aged and helpless weep, nothing
is more terrible. Bryce Cardigan said
no word, but held his father close
to his great heart and laid his cheek
‘ gently-against the old man’s tenderly
as a woman might. And presently,
from_that silent communion of spirit,
each drew atrength and comfort. As
the shadows fell In John Cardigan’s
Town,
| the hill,

|

|
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Shirley SBumner's eyes were molst
when Ceorge Sem Otter, In obedience
to the instructions of his youthful
master, set her, the French maid, and
their band-buggage down oo the side-
walk In front of Colonel Seth Pen-
nington’s honse. The half-breed hesi-
tated » moment, undecided whether he
would carry the hand-baggage up to
the door or leave that task for a
Pennington fetainer; them he noted

they went home to the house on 4

-

waiters, only & pronounced vagranf
expects or sccepts a gratuity from =
woman. He took the bill and fin-red
it cariously; then his white blom| ux
serted Itself and he handed tle 1.0F
back to Shiriey.

“Thank yon,” he said respectiully
“If you were a man—all right. But
from a lady—no. I am like wmy boss
I work for you for nothing”

Shirley did not understand his re
fusal, but her Instinctive tact warned
her not to Insist. She returned the
bill to her purse, thanked him agnin
and turned quickiy to hide the slizht
flush of annoyance. George Sea Ofter
notod it.

“Lafiy,” he sald with great i
“at first I did not want te carry your
baggnze. I 4l not want to . O
this land.” And with a sweeing ges
ture he indieated the P YOS
grounds. *“Then ydo eory a he=
cause my hoss is feeling bad a5
ol man.- So I like vou better
old man—well, he has been like
to me and my mother—aml we are
| Indians. My brothers, too—tlher work
| for him. 8o if you llke my be +nd
| his old man. '3
1 go to hell for you pretty damn’ quick.
You bet your life!™

“You're a very good beoy, George,”
| she replied, with difficulty repressing
a smile at his blunt but earnest
avowal. “] am glad the Cardigans
have such an honest, loval servanl.”

George Sea Otter's dark face lighted
with a guick smile. “Now you pay
me,” he replied and returned e
Car.

The door opened, and a 3Swedish
maid stood in the entrance recariing
her stolidly “I'm Miss Sumner,”
Shirley told her. “This is my muld
Marcelle, Help her in with the hand-
baggage.” She stepped into the hal¥
and ealled: “Oob-hooh! Nunky-
dunk "

“Ship ahoy!™ An answering
came to her from the dining room,
across the entrance-hall and an In-
stant later Colonel Seth Penn outon
stood in the doorway. “Bless my
whiskers! Is that you, my de: -7 b
eried, and advanced to greei her.
“Why, how did you get here, Shirley?
I thought you'd missed the stace’”

She presented her cheek for '« kiss.
“So I did, Uncle, but a nice red halred
young man named Bryce Cundipan
found me In distress at Red Buuff,
picked me up In his car, and brought
me here.” She sniffed adorubiy.
“T'm so hungry,” she declared, “und
here I am, just In time for diuner.
Is my name in the pot?”

“It ism’'t, Shirley, but it soon
be. How perfectly bully to have
with me again, my dear! And w!
charming young lady you've g
| to be since | saw you last! You're—
{ why, vou've heen crying! By Juve
I had no idea you'd be so glad to see
me again"
| She could not forego a sly little smile
| at his egolsm. “You're looking per-
l fectly splendid Uncle Seth,” she nar-
] ried.

“And I'm feeling perfectly splendid,
| By the way, who did you say picked
you up in his car?™
“Bryee Cardigan.

| him?"
| “No, we Son of l}ld
{ John Cardigan, | dare say. T[ve heard
of him. He's been away from Sequolw
for quite a while, I Ahont
time he came home to take care of
that stif-necked old father 1_3{ his "
. He stepped to the bell and pressed I,
| and the butler answered. “Ser &
iDlm‘v at dinner for. Miss Shiviey,
James,” he ordered. “Thelma will
show you your rooms, Shirley. I was
just about to sit down to dinger. "I}

walt for vou.”

While Shirley was in the
room Colonel Pennington's fen
wore an expression almost pont Heal.
but when she had gene, the atmos
phere of paternalism and ion
which he radiated faded Instantly.
The Colonel's face was In repose now
| —eold, calenlating, vaguely repellent.
He scowled slightly.

“Now, Isn't that the devil's luck?”
he sollloguized. “Young Cardigan is
probably the only man in Sequoia—
dashed awkward If they should be
come interested in each other—at this
time. They say he's goodlookings
certainly he Is educated and has e
quired some worldly polish—just the
kind of young fellow Shirley will find
Interesting and welcome company na
town like this, Many things can
happen in a year—and it will bhe &
year before I can smash the Cardi-
‘gans.  Damn it,”
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TO BE CONTINUED.

When Mrs. Katherene Sparks
Carman was buried at Lexir . ton
her seven grown sons, actin. as
pall bearers, bore her body to
the grave,

In view of the long-starding

' animosity between the sheep and

cattle interests on the western
ranges, isn’t it che most naturad
thing in the world that woolem
hose should scratch e:sterm
calves.

A fashion m says th.t the




